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Really, just how stupid do Axl and Slash think he is? 


Do they actually expect him to believe that they're spending the next week at a newly formed yet totally 
exclusive ‘Lead guitarist and vocalist only’ music camp in the desert where they will be communing with their 


inner selves in an attempt to hone their song writing and six string skills? 
Like, REALLY?! 


He knows, (he fucking KNOWS for Gawds sakel), that Slash's mom is out of town for a week. He KNOWS that 
the two of them are going to hole up at her place and bang whatever is left of each others’ brains out in 
between bouts of fighting, drinking, smoking and getting high while also eating the contents of her fridge and 


cupboards. 


They're standing right in front of him in the kitchen. He's sitting on a stool trying to drink a cup of coffee 
without spilling it down the front of his shirt in response to their sheer idiocy. 


"A camp?" he asks. "A fucking ‘find your inner self and compose a masterpiece’ camp?" 

Axl nods. 

"Yeah," he grunts, with a defiant jut of his chin, "thats exactly what it is and exactly what we're going to do." 
Slash twitches nervously beside him. Axl steadies him with a hand to his arm. 

"Why can't | come?" Steven demands to know. 

"Because its not for drummers, dickface!" Axl snarls back at him. 


"That's so unfair! Its like a form of racism, only for percussionists! I'm going to do something about it!" wails 


their hapless drummer. 

Izzy decides that the conversation has really gone downhill now. He can't have Steven forming an unnecessary 
freedom movement for sidelined drummers of dubious intellect. What the fuck would they call themselves? 
‘Bangers for Benevolent Acceptance’ or some such shit? 

He sighs and clears his throat. 

"Slash, Axl, enjoy ‘camp’, he says, complete with air quotes. "Steven, Rosa Parks called and said you were a 
moron. | concur. Before anyone leaves, | promised Duff we'd clean up the living room while he was at work so 
let's go do that and not talk to each other." 

With that, he leaves the room. 


Slash and Axl exchange glances and shrug before following him, Steven trailing behind them, still upset at being 
excluded from this camp thing. 


In less than an hour, the trash that littered the living room has been bagged, the windows opened, the 
furniture wiped down, the carpet swept with a broom so old that Slash had asked if they'd obtained it from 
one of Macbeth's three witches and the couch cushions plumped and neatly arranged. 


"There!" says Izzy, "now all of you can fuck off and leave me in peace!" 


He plonks himself on the sofa as Slash and Axl tear out of the house while Steven stomps upstairs. He re- 
appears moments later. 


"Izzy?" 


"What 

"Slash forgot his guitars” 

"How shockingly remiss of him. Still, | expect they'll have spares at the camp, Stevie" 

Steven nods thoughtfully 

zzy?" 

"What now?" 

"Do you wanna come with me to a bar so | can get a few drummers together and start my own camp?” 
ae 

"Ok then. See you later.” 

Izzy stares after him as the front door closes. 

"Fuck!" he thinks, "| really know how to pick ‘em, don't I" 

He flicks on the tv and starts channel hopping. This does not take long, given that they only have five channels 
and there's nothing worth watching on any of them. Perhaps he should try working on that song he's been 
trying to finish for the past month. Even if the working title, ‘My friends are assholes and | hope they get 


syphilis' is rather aggressive. 


He's saved from this though when Duff kicks the front door open with a cheerful yell of, "Hi honeys, I'm 


hoooomel" 

"Who're you callin honeys?" Izzy asks, feigning insult. 

Duff pauses for a moment. 

"Ok, next time I'll yell, ‘Hi, disease ridden fuckers! Will that make you happy?" 

Izzy throws a cushion at him. Duff catches it neatly in his right hand and launches it back 
"So, where's everyone else?" he enquires and is given a quick rundown of earlier events. 


"Ya know, we should go to Ola's and kick the door in! Scare the crap out of 'em!" he suggests. 


"Ya know," Izzy mimics, "we shouldn't. I'll be scarred for life if they're naked. Also, we don't have any money 


for door repairs." 

"That's a good point," Duff concedes. 

Izzy grins. 

"Wanna do something?" he asks. 

"Like what?" 

| dunno. Get drunk, eat something? Did you bring food?" 
"Do | look like a fuckin’ Wal Mart to you?" Duff snipes. 


"No, but you smell like a bakery and you're holding a box. | have very cleverly deduced from this that you 


have cakes or cookies. Am | right?" 

Duff rolls his eyes. 

"You're right Sherlock Stradlin, but why shouldn't | eat them all myself?" 
"Because | won't kick you in the nuts if you share," is the succint reply. 


Duff likes his nuts unkicked so he opens the box and offers a cookie. Izzy accepts it and heads to the kitchen, 
returning with two six packs of bottled beer. 


They eat their fill of sweet treats and save some for Steven. Axl and Slash can fuck off. 

Four beers each in, Duff suggests they play a game 

"What game?" Izzy asks. 

"Truth or Dare?" 

"No way. Last time we played that, you ended up in hospital getting sutures in your forehead." 

"Only because | was drunk and you dared me to headbutt the mirror in the hall. How about Spin the Bottle?" 
Izzy snorts derisively. 


"What are we, eight? Besides, we need more than two people to play. Otherwise, one of us will end up frenchin’ 


a fuckin’ window!" 


"Awww, are you scared you might have to ‘french’ me?" Duff says with a sly glance at his friend. 
"Yes, I'm terrified," Izzy retorts flippantly. 

"So do you want to?" 

"Do | want to what?" 

"French me." 

"Stop saying ‘french’, you moron" 

Duff giggles. 

"Have you ever?" he asks. 

Izzy glares at him. 

"Stop speaking in half sentences, Duff. Have | ever what?" 

"Frenched a guy?" 

"No. Have you? And if you say ‘french’ again, I'll punch you." 

Duff leans back and puts his hands behind his head. 

"Once. At a party. In my defence, | was off my face and it was pitch dark." 

"You were at a party in the dark?" 

‘No, you twit. The electrics blew and | ended up with someone's arms around my waist so | just went for it. It 
was only when the lights came back on that | realised the ‘someone’ was a guy. Got outta there pretty quick, | 
can tell you!" 

"You or the guy?" Izzy quips as he cackles loudly. 

Duff gives him an amused grin and drinks more beer. 

"So what was it like?" Izzy asks. 


Duff shrugs. 


"Kinda like kissing a girl, just a little firmer | guess." 

"Firmer?" 

"Yeah, ya know, like both of us were tryin’ to be the dominant one? It's kinda hard to explain." 
Izzy cocks his head to one side and casts a sidelong glance at Duff. 

"Did you like it?" 

Duff purses his lips and thinks about it. 

"It was ok, | guess. Like | said, it was just once so it's not like l'm an expert or anything.’ 

Izzy nods and swallows the last of his bottle. He picks up two more, unscrews the caps and hands one to Duff. 
"Would you do it again?" he asks, lighting up a cigarette and exhaling smoke through his nostrils. 
Duff shrugs. 

"Dunno. Maybe. Depends on how dark it might be." 

Izzy shifts a little closer and tugs a bandana from his back pocket. 

"What if | blindfolded you? Would that help?" he asks with a playful smirk. 

Duff returns the smirk with one of his own 

‘If it was you lz, | definitely wouldn't want a blindfold” 

Izzy leans in so he's nose to nose with Duff. 

"Is that so, McKagan?" he murmurs softly, his eyes flicking downward to Duff's parted lips. 
"That is so, Stradlin," is the agreeable if slightly breathless response. 


Izzy gently presses his lips to Duff's and kisses him softly for a few seconds. Pulling back, he looks into his 
friend's eyes and asks, "Was that better than the dude at the dark party?" 


| think you might need to do it more than once, just so | have a stronger frame of reference,’ Duff whispers 


back. 


And Izzy does. 


Many, many, many times. 


